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IN THE HANDS OF JUSTICE. 


As we go to press the result remains still 
in doubt. The question hinges on the vote 
of New York, and that is so close that an 
official count will be necessary to determine 
the successful candidate. Both sides still 
claim the victory, and to the official count 
must look for instructions into 
which of her balances the great state of New 
York will be finally cast. 


Justice 


At present writing 
we can see no reason to depart from our 
conviction that James G. Blaine has carried 
the state by a small plurality. All the can- 
nons that have been fired and all the tele- 
grams that have been sent in congratulation 
of Grover Cleveland’s assumed success are 
puerile and premature. 
a single vote. 


They cannot alter 
In a narrow contest like this, 
only the authoritative figures, officially sanc- 
tioned by the canvassing boards, will be ac- 
cepted as final. The contest has been far 
closer than we had anticipated, but if the 
cause of Right, Reason and Republicanism 
triumph by even a single vote, such a result 





THE 


JUDGE. 


is a triumph still. 
can people will peacefully accept the will 
small. 


AFTER ELECTION. 


THERE is a feeling of relief even in the 
hearts of those ‘‘who backed the wrong 
” that the strain and worry and appre- 
hension, engendered by the election, are 
over at last. 


horse 


The contest has been an un- 
usually bitter one, and the unsavory private 
character of Grover Cleveland necessarily 
brought into prominent notice many nasty 
details which a police-court reporter would 
have suppressed as ‘‘ unfit for publication.” 
The strain having been removed, everything 
will now adjust itself, and business will 
revive under the relieved feeling of the pub- 
lic mind. Though a presidential election 
has a vast educating influence on the masses, 
and turns the eye and critical understand 


ing of the country on the acts, records, and 


prospects of the two great parties, yet it can 
not be denied that the interruption thus 
to the and 
general tranquility of the nation is to be 
deplored even though it cannot be avoided. 


quatriennially given business 





| And so there is a feeling of wide-spread 
congratulation on all sides, and a vast sigh 


of relief is heaved by Republicans and Demo- 
crats alike, that the election has been de- 
cided and the long strain of the last four 
months has been removed from the country at 
last. 





THE OUTSIDERS. 


Well, the election is over and Belva Lock- 
will not be our next President. 
Whether this result surprises anyone save 
| the more or less fair Belva herself, cannot 
| be ascertained. The lady was unfortunate 
| that her candidacy appealed with special 
| directness to a class that does not possess 

votes—the fair sex. No doubt there are 
many ladies in this fair land who areas fully 
qualified to exercise the privilege of the bal- 
| lot as the average male biped, and a still 
larger number who consider themselves the 
latter’s superior in every way; but hitherto 
the progressive franchise has failed to reach 
them, and they, with Belva Lockwood, must 
pine in unrepresented obscurity for a while 
longer. But Belva has secured one advan- 
tage—she has advertised herself extensively 
aud gratuitously, and, no doubt, ere long 
she will tread the lecture platform and rake 
in the shekels harvested by her judicious 
course in this election. 

Benjamin Butler is by this time too well 
used to defeat to take his disappointment 
very hard. He, too, has found the campaign 
not unprofitable, and has sniffed in abun- 
dantly the grateful aroma of notoriety which 
is as the breath of his nostrils. And if Ben. 
Butler does not succeed in his aspirations 


wood 








sooner or later, it will not be for want of 


Be the outcome what it will, the Ameri- | 


of the majority, be that majority ever so | 





It will only be because life is too 
short for the purposes of some aspiring mor- 
tals. 


trying. 


If the tough old General’s span of 
existence could be lengthened by about a 
century and a half, THE JUDGE does not 
doubt but that he would get to Washington 
before he died. 


As for St. John, he was the champion of 
an idea, and there are too many stern and 
practical realities connected with a presi- 
dential contest for him to accomplish more 
than a protest by his candidature. The 
question of temperance, too, is not one pro- 
perly belonging toa national campaign. As 
THE JUDGE has already pointed out, intem- 
perance is an evil to be treated, as the doc- 
tors would say, symptomatically, and the 
treatment should be a local one. Prohibi- 
tion must be locally ordered as it is locally 
enforced—indeed, experience has not shown 
that Prohibition is the best means of com- 
bating the great vice of intemperance. In 
no case, however, can it be made a national 
issue of the first importance, and of all the 
officers of the United States government the 
President is the last who should be selected 
from a regard to his views on this or any 
other local topic. 

But Lockwood, Butler, and St. John are 
alike entitled to a hearty measure of popular 
thanks. They gave life, animation and 
variety to avery bitter campaign and a very 
malodorous canvass. 

WE have, in cultured Boston, a contem- 
porary of the cartoon order which rejoices in 
the classic name of Jingo. Now, though 
Boston may be the home of culture, it is ap- 
parently not the home of originality, at least 
as exemplified by Jingo. That enterprising 
paper publishes a picture, in a recent issue, 
which is substantially taken from No. 149 
of THe JupGe. It represents a hand hold- 
ing a set of playing cards, and isa very good 
conceit in its way—otherwise THE JUDGE 
would never have used it. As Jingo applies 
it, however, it would have been rendered 
more complete by the usual credit, as the 
pictures on the cards were copied servilely 
from the issue of THE JUDGE referred to. 
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He was brought up in New York, and 
brought up in Canada. 


THE difficulty of a task is not a good 
reason for shunning it. This must have 
been a Democratic maxim for the past 
twenty-four years. 


‘* LEMME out ’steenth street,” said a tired 
New York Democrat as he deposited a five 
cent cash-fare in the letter-box on a lamp- 
post and then sat down in the mud beneath 
it. 


Our typo had an advertisement of ‘‘ Sugar- 
coated Pills” to set up, the other day, and 
he made it read thus: 

“ri, 
and when the advertiser came around to ex- 
postulate, the printer explained that he had 
saved time and space on the announcement; 
for he urged that anyone who could read 
could see that the “pills” were quoted. 




































































Some News Items Gleaned from our 


Rural Contemporaries. 

Mr. Jette Biack, who was eloped last 
week by the Reading belle, has returned to 
the maternal font, so to speak. It is said 
that the honor of the elopement has made 
such a salutary impression on his mind that 
he intends to abandon the whip-and ribbons 
and study forthe ministry. The young lady 
is strongly condemned by society for aspir- 
ing beyond her condition, but now alas, she 
will be compelled to endure the pangs of 
‘*thou art gone forever.” 

THE gentleman in Concord, who com- 
mitted suicide last week, because his theory 
was too lazy to work, has recommitted it 
and is doing as well as can be suspected. 

Pror. Grossroose got into a difficulty 
yesterday with a gentleman who was driving 
down Orange Street. Unfortunately the 
difficulty was so narrow that the Professor 
could not find room for his feet, which, as 
they hung out of the vehicle, collided with a 
canal boat and knocked the mule off the tow- 
path. Weare happy to state that the boat 
escaped with nothing more serious than a 
bruised limb. But the condition of the mule 
is so extremely critical that he has been en- 
gaged to write the literary criticisms for the 
Noquarterly Review. As for the Professor’s 
feet, they seem to have escaped with un- 
diminished size. We hope this painful oc- 
currence will teach gentlemen either to en- 
large their difficulties or not attempt to get 
into them two at a time. 

We are sorry to learn that our genial friend, 
Mr. Whipps, has been eloped in the most 
aggravated manner by the only daughter of 
our enterprising townsman, Mr Moneygrub, 
who had recently engaged Mr. Whipps as 
family coachman. ‘This must be a great 
shock to the family of the coachman, who 
have reason to believe that if the gentleman 
had successfully resisted the advances of 
Miss Moneygrub he would have had a splen- 
did chance of being eloped by another heiress 
of much greater expectations than Miss G’s. 

Mr. Noope.er, while on his way to his 
office this morning, lost his presence of mind. 
As soon as he discovered his loss he turned 
back to look for the missing article, and 
while crossing the North Central track the 
Snail Express came thundering round the 
curve. ‘Though warned of the danger, the 
train could not step from the track in time 
to avoid a collision. A cow-catcher who 
must have been riding on one of the front 
cars, was mangled beyond recognition. Mr. 
Noodeler’s damages consist merely in having 
been telescoped three or four moves into his 
plug hat. We have often had occasion to 
advert to the reckless habit which some of 
the trains on South Central have of getting 
on the track when occupied by pedestrians. 





Democrats are like burglars—opposed to 
all notions of protection. 





ANnywty that blind door can be fixed?” 
asked the owner, of a carpenter. 
‘**O yes, I can improve its site.” 


‘*Ts his moral character good? ” 
““Q yesh, yesh, shudge, he vas all right. 
—he voted mit us.” 


Go get married and then you will have 
some one to pull your boots off when you 
come home tea soaked at two A. M. from the 
club,” is an old stager’s advice to new mem- 
bers. 








*€ Tnele, are you an officer?” 











“* Why child, what put that idea into your head ?” 
“ Why’ every time Ma speaks of you, she calls you old General debility.” 


Damius and The Python. 


A TABLE plentiful but greasy. Waiters not 
plentiful but greasy. Room lighted by one 
window and that window in another room 
up stairs. But no matter, it was gaslight. 
On opposite sides of the table two friends 
Damius and the Python. Thus the Python: 
“* Yes it is easy to say (two beers) that one 
can save (another yard of that sausage) on 
eighty dollars a month, but when you’ve got 
(three more beers) a wife and (some of that 
pork-pie) children to support why your 
(tripe? yes) expenses run up before you 
know where you are. Now I save (four 
more beers or make it six while you’re about 
it) wherever I can see (a slice of that 
schweitzer) a chance (and half a dozen Litiz 
pretzels). I believe if I shouldspend money 
on (four dozen oysters, fried) luxuries like 
some of our fellows and didn’t always think 
of (half an apple pie and a cheese custard) 
my family first I would feel mean enough to 
to hang (another schooner) myself. But 
you see, when a fellow becomes attached to 
(a bit of limburger) his wife and family, he 
just feels as though he would be willing for 
their sake to eat (five dozen raw oysters and 
and ten pickled eggs) a dinner of cold pota- 
toes without salt. No, Daminus, its no use 
to try (one of your ten cent cigars), though 
whereever I can see a chance to save I go for 
(one of your twenty fives; a freshman couldn’t 
smoke this one) it. But, believe me, 
Damius, the family expenses run up to (an- 
other cigar, or say—I’ll take the whole box) 





a frightful figure, so that a fellow really has 


no chance to save, and rarely has a nickel 
for his private use—by the way, Damius, did 
you see my latest meerschaum?—colors like 
the rose of Sharon—and only cost me twenty 
dollars—wonder if yonder chap in the corner 
would sell his spotted dog, splendid match 
for Prince—do you know, Damius, Prince 
will eat nething but the finest porterhouse? 
—yes old boy these family expenses—” 
Damius was so appalled at the picture the 
Python drew that he resolved that very 
night to devote the next ten years of his 
life to not getting himself a wife and family. 





THOMASINA sat at the front parlor win- 
dow. ‘The gentle creature was the pet of 
the family. She had a natural longing for 
the ideal and similar articles, which had been 
improved by too much reading of romance. 
She had just laid aside her boxing-gloves 
and put on her or a of those 
delicious smoking-caps which the talented 
novelist E. Bully Litonette describes as a 
gorgeous Louis Quincunx filleygreed with 
chibooks and bonmotsand surrounded with 
priceless bricks de brac,—when suddenly 
Jenniken’s carriage rolled by. With a long- 
felt emotion she cried out, ‘‘ Oh Aunt, just 
look! what a boss match.” ‘* Well,” said 
the old lady dryly, ‘‘if they were both of 
the same size and color I think they would 
make a better match.” ‘‘ Oh,” ejaculated 
the fair Thomasina, ‘‘ botheration, what the 
Dickens and Thackeray do I care about the 


| horses? I was speaking of the coachman.” 
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WELI, I 


SHOULD 


SMILE. 


“* T bet on the right man this time, and now I’m collecting the ‘ spoils.’ ” 


Taught By Experience. 


AN ex-member of the legislature tells the 
following good story about the shrewdness of 
two political candidates from the 
district. 

Brooks accepted his nomination as mem- 
ber of ——— from the —— district. As 
he had agreed to run, he was be- 
sieged by the usual number of campaign 
fund extortionists. His district was 
prised largely of colored voters, and one 
night he was waited on by the president of a 
colored club, who said he 
two hundred votes for him. 

‘* Mr. Brooks,we is dun got two hundred 
votes right yere for yer ‘lection day, and 
we'll dun ‘lect yer ef we kin. An’ spose 
yer’ll do de right ting by de boys?” 

** Well,” said Brooks, ‘‘ about how much 
do you call the right thing? You must re- 
collect that I have numerous other demands 
on my purse and that I cannot afford to be 
too liberal with any one club. I would like 
to do what is right by all of you; but I am 
not a rich man. Would fity 
sufficient for my share? ” 


same 


s00n as 


com- 


could command 


dollars be 





*‘O yes, boss, dat’s a plenty. Much 
obliged, sar,” said the president courteously 
as he accepted Brook’s draft for the amount, 
not knowing that Brooks had drawn the 
draft on himself and made it payable after 
election. 

Brooks was elected, and election night he 
dressed himself in an old dilapidated suit 
and wore neither collar nor necktie. Plac- 
ing a two dollar nickle watch in his waist- 
coat pocket, he attached it to his button- 
hole with a shoe-string, then sat down and 
awaited developments. He told all the cam- 
paign club representatives the same story 
which was as follows: ‘‘ Gentlemen: I am a 
thousand times obliged to you for your 
assistance in this campaign. Without you, 
I acknowledge, I could have done nothing. 
I should have been defeated. As it is, I am 
worse than defeated. I amruined. Yes, 
Gentlemen, you see before you a ruined man. 
A man without a dollar in the world. I 
have not a cent in the bank to meet the 
drafts which you, gentlemen, hold against 
me. I do not know what to do. I am 
elected and it has cost me all I was worth to 
be elected. I have spent everything. I 








have nothing in the world but the clothes in 
which I stand and this watch; but I am an 
honest man, gentlemen, if Iam unfortunate, 
and I will offer you whatever I can get from 
the sale of these articles. 

One by one the disappointed collectors 
sorrowfully placed the drafts on his desk and 
departed, leaving Brooks alone swinging the 
nickel watch by the shoe-string. When 
they were completely out of sight, Brooks 
tore up the drafts and, throwing them into 
the open grate fire that burned in his office, 
watched them burn up, while a self-satisfied 
smile spread over his countenance as he 
thought what fools men were to pay their 
own election expenses. 

The next year, Brooks was not nominated. 
(iargan got the nomination. He had never 
heard how Brooks escaped his election fees, 
so when he was asked to contribute to the 
election fund by the colored president of the 
club of two hundred voters, he reached for 
his check book and commenced to fill out a 
blank. 

‘‘Ar say, Mr. Gargan,” said the president. 
‘**Zaint no use nohow. Dat ain’t,” pointing 
to the check book. 

‘What is of no 
looking up. 

‘‘Why, dem yere; dose papers. De boys 
dun say dey won’t take em dis year. Ef yer 
dun got er matter ob five er six dollars, cash, 
in yer pocket dat yer kin spare, ar is 
mighty ’bliged; but ar don’t want no mo’ 
dem yere paper tings. Mr. dun 
played dat yere racket clean out; he did.” 

Gargan paid him five dollars willingly, and 
found out the story about Brooks afterward. 
At least, he said he did not find it out until 
afterwards. 


use,” inquired Gargan, 


Brooks 





Two Autumnal Dreams. 





WHEN the maple turns to crimson, 
And the sassafras to gold; 

When the gentian’s in the meadow, 
And the aster’s on the wold; 

W hen the moon is lapped in vapor, 
And the night is frostly cold; 


Through the rustling woods I wander, 
Through the jewels of the year, 
From the yellow uplands calling, 
Seeking her that still is dear; 
She is near me in the autumn, 
She, the beautiful is near. 
— Bayard Taylor. 
When the jewels are with Simpson, 
And the purse is minus gold; 
When the summer suit is shabby, 
And the boot should be half-soled; 
When the hat of straw looks chilly, 


And the nose is blue with cold;— 


Through the pool-room haunts I wander, 
Where I bucked 
And went “‘ broke” 


Seeking for a loan, with fear; 


the races de ar, 
this fateful autumn, 
stake’ me?) 


He is near me, (will he ‘ 


He, the book-maker, is near! 
‘‘ JEF JOSLYN.” 
Even if Hawthorne had been the stupidest 
of dunces, the scarlet letter would always be 
read (red). 





THE cashier was reposing himself in the 
bosom of his family. An idea him struck. 
He said, ‘‘ Bub let’s see your geography 
book,” and he read: ‘‘ Canada is a cold in- 
hospitable region”—and no further read that 
night. His plan wasdropped. He resolved 
to bear the good things he had than bull he 
knew not what. 

































































I VISITED a mind-reader one evening not | 
long ago, and after planking down a two- | 
dollar bill, (necessary for stimulating his 
colossal brain to penetrate the recesses of my 
intellectual bay-window of think-dom) he 
tranfixed me with his eagle eye, and solemn- 
ly spake: 

“Thy thoughts proclaim the to be a 
Sentimental-Religio poet. Thou hast pub- 
lished a book on ‘ Human Passions; or, The 
Immortality of the Restless Soul,’ for 
gratuitous distribution, and art now won- 
dering if its success here below 1s laying thee 
up treasures on High.” 

**Dead wrong, my giddy meanderer of the 
mind. Iam a Satanical-Humoristico scribe, 
and have written a book on ‘ Hash-house 
Fashions; or, The Individuality of the 
Restaurant Roll, and was thinking a large, 
anxious think, whether I’d be able to find 
some dizzy duffer, with ducats, to furnish 
the coin required to print the volume and 
put it on the market—for the privilege of | 
being my dedicatee—in order to lay me up | 
treasure here on Earth, from the cash sale 
thereof at $1.50, per copy!” 

The alleged un-veiler of thoughts gazed at 
me in a wild, I-have-stepped-on myself-and- 
taken-a-big-tumble sort of manner, but re- 











covered sufficiently to fire a spittoon after 
me, as I grabbed my $2 note off from the 
table and disappeared like a flash through 
the open door. 


| havn’t been climbing up through the world 





Ye mind-reader then sallied forth into 
the gloaming with a blunderbuss, to search | 
for his outside assistant who furnished him | 
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DIPLOMATIC. 
Pop, I be too litth to lis I: you, and you he 100 big to lick 


YounG WIGGINS—“* See here, 
me. Lets call it a draw!” 


information in regard to people, and had 
gotten him mixed up in his ‘* pointers” con- 
cerning my history. 

At last accounts he had found him not, 
but when he does run across him, somebody’s 
form will be filled as full of holes as the 
sieve-like character of a candidate for office. 


Monographs. 
SHARP SHOOTING. 


Tis now the hunter with his gun 
Over the woodland rambles, 

And beards the rabbit in his den 
Among the brakes and brambles. 

THe thorough-bred winners—Maud S.and 


Foxhall. 


The crisp invigorating air 
Fills him with vague delight, 
A MAN’s reputation is no better for being 
guilt-edged. 


And sharpens each and every sense, 
Particularly sight. 

Aha! 
Bouncing big 


at last the game is roused— 
rabbit, very fat! 

Tis his! Is it? Why no— 
"Tis the neighboring farmer's cat! 


A YOUNG man may be good on a loaf, yet 
make a bad bread-winner. Bang, bang 
WHEN the law-maker works by the job, 


the law-breaker has an easy job of it. Expensive sweetmeats—honeyed words. 


The widow’s favorite musical instrument— 


A CuHicaGo man thinks he can make an | east-a-net. 


improvement in corned beef—He is trying } — 
to make it cornered beef. Excuses are poor missionaries—they sel- 
dom carry conviction with them. 

EVERYBODY seems to be alive to the fact 
that mind is one of the most precious articles 
extant. Even the most liberal minded man, 
when he gives you a piece of his mind, in- 
variably gives you the worst piece. 


Can the whispering of women at evening 
gatherings be called nigh (t) talks? 





There are two kinds of drafts, my son. 
One you get cold by, the other you get gold | 
by. 

The follies of youth make us prematurely | 
bald-headed, but the follies of old age make 
us perorating fools, 


“This ngagement ring ”’—said the | 
dashing eq rienne as she surveyed the | 
| 

| 

| 

| 


‘* WANTED, a steady middle-aged man of 
good character for family coachman. Refer- 
ence required.” Heread, did the squint- 
eyed, bottle-nosed, lantern-jawed, stump- 
toothed, ragged-whiskered gentleman, and 
introduced himself, and offered to produce a 
pound or two of testimonials. ‘‘ Oh never 
mind about these papers, my dear sir,” 
answers old Dotterman with effusion. ‘I 


saw-dust circle under the circus tent. 


Jen Butler wasn’t born with a silver spoon 
in his mouth, but he put one into it as soon 
as he could. 

Nothing goes so fast as time, so they say, 
and yet there are plenty of men who find no 
trouble in passing it. 


‘Ah! that’s just the place for me,” 
coughed the tottering consumptive as he 


for fifty years and not able to read a man as 
a book. I know an honest fellow and a 
good whip the very minute I set my eyes on 
him. Your face is all the letter of reeomend- 
ation that I require. 
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THE JUDGE. 





A SOLE STIRRING INVENTION. 























A LONG 


deciphered in a front window the legend, 
** Weakly Boarders Wanted.” 

There is a bunch of grapes at the Ameri- 
can Institute Fair which weighs six pounds. 
Like the fox in the fable, all visitors at the 
fair are morally certain that those grapes are 
very sour. 

A southern farmer has orders from New 
Yorh for 80,000 pounds of water-melon seed, 
to be grown next year. The Jamaica ginger 
foundries are beginning to run night and day 
in order to anticipate the demands of the 
summer of ’85. 


Don’t make comparisons, my boy. They 
are apt to make us wretched. [Even if it 
doesn’t look so, you are just as warm in your 
ten dollar overcoat as the dude in his fifty 
dollar surtout. It is thick cloth, not fine, 
that keeps us warm; hard hands, not soft, 
that keep their grip in this world. 


‘“‘How is land 
asked the Bostonian of the un-tamed biped 
from Leadville. 

‘‘High! Wall, rayther. *Bout ez high ez 
it comes ennywhar. Ye see, stranger, the 
Rockies spur out cur way, an’ it’s a mighty 
high cloud what ain’t got ter take the road 
‘round instead a-cuttin’ ‘cross lots in them 
parts. Yaas, land is rayther high out our 
way.” 





There seems to be no end to the capricious 
tyranny of fashion.—During the coming 
winter ladies who want to be in the mode 
will have to wear some hat along with their 
feathers. 


PROFESSOR SHORTCUT (whose sympathetic 
nature enables him to see, without the aid of 
glasses, into the wondrous workings of the 
human soul in its teens) when one of his 
boys is suffering from over-study, promptly 
cuts off the pipes and beer and contraband 
sandwiches and sauer-kraut, and prescribesa 
drastic course of Greek lexicon and differen- 
tial calculus. 


FELT 


out your way—high?” 


NEED, THE PATENT SAFETY 


An Autumn Idyl. 
AND now the dudelet tries, 
With all his might and main, 
From Solomon Levi's three-ball store 
His wardrobe to reclaim. 


The ice-cream man counts up his gains, 
And smiles a three-ply smole, 

As down into his Nancy Jeans 
He thrusts a good-sized roll. 


The festive kid now kicks himself 
And wears a hump-backed frown, 

To think he blew his nickel in 
When a circus came to town 


The workingman scrapes ’round to find 
The necessary stuff 

To fill his bin with anthracite 
And give the cold the bluff. 


The house-wife hooks her claws and crawls 
Upon the old man’s back, 

And asks him, with a rolling pin, 
To buy a sealskin sacque 

The maid sits out upon the lawn 
For Ambrose to enfold, 

And catches, from the dampened ground, 
An everlasting cold. 

The orange peel upon the walk 
Weareth a saddened look; 

For in a few short weeks it knows 
That ice its place will took. 


The grass and leaves grow brown and sere, 
Everything seems new, 
Except the paragraphers pun 
Upon the oyster stew. 
St. Paul Herald 





THE wise debtor doesn’t rely too much on 
his floating debts to keep him afloat. He 
will be less likely to drown if he depends on 
a sinking fund. 


THE model coachman sleeps with his boots 
on and his grip-sack under the bed. He 
knows not at what dread hour he may be 
summoned by the eloping angel. 


COAT FLAP. 


Journal of Young Sawbone’s Bride. 

OcTOBER 22ND. My wedding day! How 
charming the thought that I shall always 
have dear Edward near me, and how much 
more fortunate am J, than other girls of my 
sex, who have not married physicians, 

| Poor things, (I mean the girls. of course). 
| Well, although Papa says the city is full of 
| medicals, I don’t suppose there are enough 
to make husbands for all the girls in New 
| York, and so they can’t all marry doctors, 
| but I pity them all the same. 

To be sure, Mabel Taylor, who married a 
lawyer over a year ago, said she thought 
| Doctors were horrid; always around hospitals, 
'and morgues and sick people, but I knew she 
was jealous and | told her that I thought 
hospitals were quite as nice as police courts, 
| and that the morgue was no worse than the 
Tombs. Then she said, her husband was 
|not a criminal lawyer, and I replied as 
volitely as I could, that no one ever supposed 
™ was criminal; of course, he couldn’t help 
it, and I noticed that she gave a pecular 
little sniff, as I attempted to point out to 
her how much more convenient it was to 
have a doctor than a lawyer in the family. 

** You see,” I said, ‘‘ a woman cou/dn’t ask 
| her own husband to get her a divorce, but a 
| woman could take her own husband’s medi- 
cine.” 

Then she said I talked like a little fool, 
and that doctors never prescribed for their 
own wives, and I told her she was a mean, 
spiteful thing and we didn’t speak for two 
weeks, 

I declare, I almost wish I could havea 

| sick-headache right away, so I could tell her 
what delicious medicine Edward gave me, and 
how delighted he was to smooth my pillow, 
and ruba menthol pencil over my brow. 

But enough of this. The carriage is wait- 
ing to bear us hence on our wedding journey 
and I must leave my journal for a brief 

| second. 

Oh, Edward, Edward. No longer shall the 

‘black waters of the East River that flow 
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ANOTHER 
J ANE- 


M ATILDA . Not i ry we li, 


between Blackwell’s Island and our home 
separate us. 

Charity Hospital is a thing of the past, 
as far as we are concerned, and I, I am your 
fond and trusting little wife. 

November Sth. Just two weeks married, 
and settled in our new house which is so 
pretty and comfortable. Papa says he 
doesn’t know how weexpect to pay the rent, 
but we are not going to tell him and Mama 
all our plans. 

Edward and I know. We are going to rent 
out some of the rooms. Of course, Edward’s 
talents will soon begin to be appreciated, 
but just while he is starting we are going to 
live oh, so econom eally. I shall only keep 
three servants, and lam sure my clothes will 
not cost much, for I had such an elaborate 
trouseau. Something troubles me though. 
This evening as I heard the click of Edward’s 
latch-key in the front door I ran, as usual, to 
throw myself into his arms, but was as- 
tonished to find they already encompassed 
a brown paper parcel. Edward seemed so 
mysterious about it, that I thought it was 
perhaps a present for me, but he has taken 
the bundle and carefully deposited it out on 
the back stoop, back of the dining-room. | 
am burning with curiosity to know what it 
contains, but Edward seems abstracted, and 
eays when I ask him about it, to leave it 
alone, its nothing. 

Very strange, I think, for man to wrapa 
nothing up so nicely in brown paper, and 
to place nothing out on the plazza, where its 
freezing cold. 

Well, in three days more it will be my 
birthday, and perhaps its a surprise for me. 
Dear Edward is always so thoughtful and 


FROM 


i hy, Matilda. | heard you were marrred 


/] on yy got fifty ad Jllars 


kind. 


CHICAGO. 


at Chica Did you do well?” 


GQLMIONY, 


I do wish though he wasn’t quite so 
absent-minded and would tell me what’s in 
the bundle. 

He says, and quite rightly, too, that we 
ought to make some effort to rent the rooms. 
I am quite willing, but when I ask him 
what kind of an effort I’d better inake, he 
says he doesn’t know. 


Mary, ou} 


a person that rented rooms. 


ambermaid, once lived with 
| heard her tell 
the cook so. Til just ask Mary how her 
mistress found her tenants, and do likewise, 
provided, of course, it’s proper. Who would 
have thought I should turn out to be such a 
business woman. 


WHERE there’s a Bill there’s a Will. 


THE beginning of every life is a cell.” 
Mr. Eno’s motto is: ‘* Never 70 back to the 
beginning if you can help it.” 


EVERY mountain tourist knows what a 
sure-footed animal the mule is. It goes 
without saying that ahy-bred gentleman 
never puts his foot into it. 

WHEN your neighbor volunteers and sings 
across the lot, ‘‘ Jones let me give you a 
piece of advice,” take it, Jones, and get in 
doors before he thinks of giving you the 
whole of it. ia 

BeErORE rashly deciding that there is a 
vast difference between a gang of Congres- 
sional leather-heads and a gang of counter- 
feiters, one ought to ask oneself what is the 
difference between passing bad bills and 
shoving the queer. 
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A Householder’s Lament. 





\\ ! r 
All d 

And | é nite } 1 bustle 
Ig b I ba I nd 

I \ 1 mad as ah r— 
Vil ‘ 

\ 1 I g toa | I i I 
Phat perfumed ye l Anthony Doodle, 

\ ] ! Vas trving to win her, 
D1 evening with flowers 

\ he always invites him to dinne 
Ana she blushes and smiles as he whispers 

\ men to ¢ latter— 

4) I I can’t 1} wh } vil 

But Tl ge he root of the matter. 
If I dare ) 1 faul ith he nduct 

Or 1 ora istute, 
She turns her head ’round with a shudder 

And proclair " ( i brute!” 


And her lady friends come to discuss me, 
And make such a musical clatter 
of her husband! 


But I'll get to the root of the matter. 


She whispers and smiles for me sometimes 
In accents far sweeter than honey; 
These outbursts of love nd affection 
Always preface a call for some m« ney. 
i t fashion 
I have firmly rese 1 to be at her. 
If I stop the suppli I've a notion), 
I shall get at the root of 


he matter, 


She has certair ly changed since we married, 


M. K. J. 


A bone of contention—the jawbone, 


A MANAGING editor is like one who falls 
into the sea—he is man over-bored 


NEWSPAPER men, like chickens, have to 
scratch for a living. 

Some campaignful results.x—The winner’s 
pain—champagne. 
pain. 


The loser’s pain—real 


THERE is such a scarcity of bank cashiers 
at present in America that the authorities 
are obliged to offer a reward for their dis- 
covery. 

At least a crumb of comfort—one of the 
run-into-the-ground candidates was heard 
making the philosophic reflection that, 
though the result was not very flattering, it 
was still sufficiently flattening. 


Mavupe EstE.wi’s pet pug bit a piece out 
of Fitznoodle’s calf, last week. 

‘Poor little creature,” said Maude, ‘*] 
hope it won’t make him sick!” 


Who did she mean, Fitz or the pug? 
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last, and the mana- 


ELECTION is 


} 
gerial 


over at 


heart is made glad thereby. 





Poli- | 


ticians and theatrical people have all had a | 


time ol 


hard 


now 


for at least 


two months, but 
that torchlight processions and political 


mass meetings have become things of the 
past, dramati ind other affairs are looking | 
up. 

In fact, most everybody is looking up. 


Numerous actors and actresses that went out 
with irresponsible managers when the season 
opened, are looking up another job. Several 


unsuecessful 


dramatists are about town, 
presumably looking up material for alleged 
and J inisch, Janaus hek and Minnie 


ylavs, 
M iddern are looking up audiences in other 
Cl Cs. 

Rumor has it that Harry Dixey and Nat 
Goodwin are looking up a co-partnership 
business, and as New York evidently pines 
for a permanent burlesque company, Good- 
win and Dixey, backed by Ed. Stokes, are 
determined that New York shall have what 
it wants. 

All this depends, of course, upon whether 
Mr. Dixey outlives *‘Adonis” or not. Judging 
from its prolonged success it is even betting 
that Dixey dies before the piece does. In 
that case Goodwin will have to look up an- 
other partner or go it alone. 

On December twelfth 


** Adonis” will 


celebrate its one hundredth night with an 
appropt late souvenir. 
The engagement of the Erie Bayley 


Comedy Company (so called) came to an un- 
timely end at The Fifth Avenue just before 
election. 

Of all the dreary performances it has ever 
been our misfortune witness, this com- 
pany’s rendering of ‘‘ The Colonel” was the 
dreariest. 

When this piece was first produced at The 
Park Theatre several years ago, there were, 
at least, a few esthetic idiots in existence, 
and the play as it stood then was not wholly 
without point ormeaning. Lester Wallack, 
too, played the part of Colonel Woodd witl 
a dash and a vim that carried the niece. 

Now this part is taken by Mr. Bayley, who 
hasn’t the faintest conception of the char- 
acter and has evidently not profited by Mr. 
Wallack’s example. ; 

People are tired and sick of the subject of 
westheticism anyhow, and sunflowers and pea- 
cock feathers are enough to make anyone 
turn bilious. ‘ 

No wonder, with a piece like this the 

company couldn’t hold out against election 
week. In ‘ Impulse” 
work in Philadelphia and other cities, but 
Mr. Wallack holds the right for ‘* Im- 
pulse” in New York, ‘*‘ The Colonel’ was 
put on as substitute. It would have been 
money in Mr. Bayley’s pocket if he had kept 
away from New York altogether. 
; The Orpheus and Eurydice troupe came 
in to fill up the date left vacant by the Bay- 
ley Company, and did fairly well, consider- 
ing the difficulties they labored under. 


to 


as 


} 


| well, and Wilmant exceedingly well. 
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Farmer—* Hey, there, come back! 


CoLoRED INbIVIDUAL—‘‘ No yer don’t! 


( hick 78, an’ dis chi ly don’t stan’ still an’ hear himself "huse d no how.” 


Much has said and 
the opera company that 
“‘The Star.” 

They have done some good work, and 
their efforts have been duly appreciated, but 
to compare these with those that 
warbled so expensively and so extensively at 
The Metropolitan and Academy last winter, 
is simply ridiculous. The ladies of the 
Milan Company are not gifted with sweet 
voices, and as the soprano of most Italian 
Operas has a somewhat important part, it 
detracts from the enjoyment of the perform- 
ers to hear her music murdered and mangled. 

Take, for instance, the opera of ‘‘ Faust ” 
as given here. 


written about 
has lately left 


been 


singers 


Giannini, to be sure, sang 
Ser- 


| bolini as Mephistopheles only fairly, and Sie- 


bel was very bad indeed, but the worst of all 


| was the Marguerite. 


It was enough to make the king of Thule 
rise from his grave (if he had one) to hear 
her attempt the spinning wheel song,—and as 
for the jewel song—well the least said about 


| it the better. 


jut the troupe has departed, and now 
Irving and Ellen Terry hold the fort. 
Robert Buchanan himself 


ke eps busy 


| writing plays and contradicting newspaper 
they did much better | 


men. His sister-in-law, it is said, will play 
the principal part in the new play he is pre- 
paring for the Madison Square. 

The Wallack company played ‘* Moths” 
last week over at The Grand Opera House, 
and Elliot Barnes’ ‘Blue and Gray” was 
put on over at the People’s Theatre. 

Fanny Davenport, expecting to repeat her 
last season’s success, has begun an engage- 
ment at the Fourteenth Street Theatre. 
** Fedora,” of course, is the play. 





Yer jess want ter ’cuse me of stealing yer 


Next week the first blast of Dr. Dam- 
rosch’s German Opera Company will be 
aeard at The Metropolitan. 

Mapleson is just commencing operations 
at the Academy. 

The Seven Ravens have at last flown from 
Niblo’s and Kate Claxton in ‘* The Sea of 
Ice” may be seen there. 

The American Institute Fair and The 
Cosmopolitan Skating Rink are open daily 
und attract large crowds. The former place 
is extensively patronized by out of town 
people, as well as by large numbers of city 
people. 





The Cow’s Lamentation. 

I pine 
For the maid with the milking pail; 
My office is 
And my moan fills the evening gale. 


said the cow, for the days gone by, 


gone, and I’m left tosigh; 


No more in the dairy the maid is found, 
To take pride in the cream tureen; 
No more in the fields will we browse around, 
Oh! oleomargerine. 
Texas Siftings. 
As a man of letters, Mulligan has seen 
his best days. 3ut men of letters have 
generally been subject to more downs than 
ups. 


THIs new scheme—turning out the 
donkeys and sending only horses to the 


Legislature—looks well on paper; but then 
the neighs would always have it; and the 
most necessary legislation would be blocked 
worse than by a gang of Parnell’s Land 
Leaguers. 
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THIS WAS THE PISTOL. 





THIS WAS THE YOUTH. 








THE NAME OF HIS SWEETHEART, THE VIC- 


TIM, WAS RUTH. 








HE WASN’T AWARE THAT THE PISTOL 


WAS LOADED, 








AND HE ONLY 
DARNED THING 


FOUND OUT WHEN THE 
EXPLODED. 





Some nights the spirit would tell her to 
give John Thomas Jones a twenty dollar 
bill, some nights a five dollar bill, and he 
would rap and curse so till she obeyed him, 
that she always had to keep the change very 
handy. I made quite asnug thing out of 
that, but I never had real comfort ‘till she 
began to think old Sparkin’sspirit had entered 
intome. That was prime, but then I began to 
think it a pity there was no other spirit enter- 
inginto me. So onenight the spirit told her 
he was sort of chilly, and ordered her to 
leave him a glass of strong punch every 
night. Of course, she thought that very 
natural, as old Sparkins, it seems, liked the 
stuff well enough during his life. And it 
was a comfort to my conscience, too, for I 
can’t bear to tell a lie, and when she’d ask 
me if I had old Sparkin’s spirit in me, I 
liked to be able to say with all truth, “Why, 
certainly, it’s just entered in through my 
mouth, and I feel it down to my toes, 
and through my fingers all a tingling.” 
And when she would ask me how was it to- 
night, [ would tell the very truth.  ‘* Pure 
and strong,” I’d say sometimes, and some- 
times, ‘‘ Weak enough, I don’t feel much 
spirit in me to-night,” but I did not often 
have to complain, and she and I were as 
happy and contented as could be untilasus- 
picious good-for-nothing son of Sparkins, by 
a former marriage, came and kicked me out 
the house, and said she was a fool, and I was 
a swindler, but I'll be even with him. Tl 
get at Mrs. S. Nothanksto him. I have 
written to her in these words: 

‘The spirit of your departed husband commands 
you to meet him at No Sixth Avenue to-morrow 
night, at the usual hour. My Sybilla do not fail.” 

I don’t give the number, for I don’t want 
any other spirits around, but I'll be there 
to-night waiting for developments. 





THE T hanksgiving turkey was not sent to 





Confession of John Thomas Jones, 
Inside Man. 

I am a very clever man, though I do not 
like to own it to every one, for the fact is, I 
made my fortune by playing the fool. Folks, 
as a rule, have a symyathy with fools, a kind 
of fellow feeling I suppose. 

I write these confessions to show what a 
simpleton my last mistress was, but I don’t 
mean to confess all my sins, at least not till 
I join the Salvation Army, and if I ever do 
that, there will be queer tales to tell. 

I am an inside man by profession, and I 


can get inside of most folks. I got inside 
of my late employer Mrs. Sparkins. You 


| see old Sparkins was not long dead when I 
| came to her, and she thought his spirit hung 


| I saw old Sparkins every night. 


‘round the back parlor, and came down the 
chimney on windy nights. 

Of course, I humored the joke, and made 
the tables fly around for her, and pretended 
There was 


| a painting of him in the parlor, so I easily 
| described him to her—a fat, puffy looking 


old fellow, with white hair and a red nose. 

*‘ John,” she would say, ‘‘ do you see him 
in the flesh?” 

** Yes, I do,” I would reply, 
deal of flesh,” 

“Qh! “tis he, ’tis he!” 
then. 


‘in a great 


she would cry 


be deviled. 


DYSPEPTIC—‘* Doctor 


PLETHORIC would 
you advise me to eat my beef rare?” 

Doctor—‘‘ Eat it rarely will better.” 

A CELEBRATED French botanist, lately 


arrived in this country, is exploring the 
forests of New England in search of the tree 
that bears the doughnuts. 


PoLITE FRENCHMAN—-‘‘ It is a phrase 
there which in the English puzzles much,— 
What is this which you would mean, Mon- 
sieur, when you say ‘a bad lot?’” 

Brutal Saxon—‘‘ We!], | believe in French 

| a bad lot means Gravelotte,” 
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THE JUDGE. 








A Hidden Gem. 
GUNPOWDER VALLEY is a_ sequestered 
little nook hidden among the hills of north- 
ern New York (state!) Indeed, it is so 
thoroughly hidden, that my readers would 
have considerable difficulty in discovering it 
without the aid of a strong imagination. 
The little village boasted of the possession 
of a military company, and, as might be ex- 
ected, took a vast deal of pride in the same. 
t is not to be wondered at, therefore, thata 
Grand Ball, given by them recently, should 
have stirred the patriotic and poetic Major 
Mudd to woo the muses, and with what 
success the gentle reader may determine. 
We submit it in all its bold and brilliant 
originality: 


THE MILITARY BALL. 


Do you wish me to tell you about the Great Borl 
That was recently given in our Musick Haul 

About the gay s 
Who ‘round that waxt floor six mortal hours flu? 


Wall, then, lend your ear, 
And I'll tell what I kno, 
And if you don’t like it, 
Why, git up and go. 


‘idier boys, dresst all in blu, 


In the very fust place then, 
I want you to kno 
That they wanted a spread ! 


And they would have it so 
The Captin he swor by the lungs in his breast, 
That the people ittendin’ should 
And the 


go there full dresst! 


men what was kort on the floor 


without 
tails, 
Should be speedily mounted and run off on rails 


The Leftenant stood there as firm as a rock, 


And e’en this announcement could him no 





lld Cause 
shock, 
But the man on his left, who had carroty hair, 
And a big blue glass-I that would constantly star 


Strove vainly to stand without moving his hed; 


But his glass-I turned over,—the poor wretch was 


i 


k him in tow, 


But a grim undertaker then t 


And the principal ackters went on with the sho; 
From the state of things I beg leave to depart, 


And skip to the pl we Where the y ill make a start. 


With a rub-a-dub-dub 


A dizzy white shirt, anda clean-shaven chin, 


ind a tippy-toot-tin, 


The gay young soldiers, all stiffer than starch, 


Strode off to the hall and the first Parade March. 





To join in the music and maze of the dance, 


And from each pretty maiden obtain a sly glance! 


But of beautiful costumes I can't tell you harf, 
Nor of curious sites that would kors you to larf. 


Suffice it to say, there was one lovely face— 


There was one form of buty, and modle of grace (not 
(2Tease 
Who smiled like a fairy, and danced like an elf (not 


el funt) 


And that this pretty woman came there with,— 
MYX lft 
AFTER THE BALL 
[To be rea solum.-like.] 
The dansin is over—'tis past, it is dun 


And all the fare mashes ” are ‘‘ run 


The gas-lite has vanished—the music is still: 


daisies,” by ‘ 


The silent air echoes no more to its thrill. 


Like the children of story, their troubles are « 
And each disturbed bed-ro« 
And here let us leave them 
And allow us 


eT 
m now echoes i Snore 
they're out of our sight, 


in partin’, to bid you od night!” 


Cc. 8. WADY 


Apvice for the man who is troubled with 
a bad liver—don’t be a bad liver. | 


























i  FPASTER.” 


CUSTOMER—*‘ Hlow often am TI to take t) 
DRUGGIST 7’ 


CUSTOMER 


, 


7 eft 8 a dau atler 


-** But, 
He Meant Business. 


DURING Sherman’s famous march to the 
sea the boys in blue sometimes resorted to 


strategic measures to fill the me ss-pot. One 


| day a burly soldier attached a strong linen 


thread to his bayonet. At the other end 
was a small fish-hook seductively baited. 
Passing an Irishwoman’s cabin, he dropped 
his hook among a flock of geese and caught 
a big gander. <As he started off on the 
louble-quick, the woman noticed her pet 
gander rapidly following the retreating 
soldier, and not suspecting the cause, came 
promptly to the rescue with, “* Arrah, now, 
me darlint, don’t run. Shure, the gawnder 
won't hurt yez, me honey!” 

‘I know he will. The durned thing 
means business!” replied the defender of 
the flag, as he disappeared over a hill with 
the squaking gander in hot pursuit.—Min- 
neapolis Bazoo. 


It is a pretty healthy man who can read 
a patent medicine almanac without suddenly 
discovering that he 1s afflicted with about 
one hundred and fifty of the two hundred 
diseases described therein.- -Norristown He r- 
ald, 


tus mixture 


meals, 


999 


Mists - l on Udit ove meal in two days.’ 


An Independent Presbyterian. 


A NASHVILLE gentleman was overtaken 
by a pious neighbor betting on the races and 
using very emphatic language, in Chicago, 
during the past Summer. 

‘““Why, J—,” said he, “ 

“Yor 

** And bet on horses?’ 

‘“‘ Yes, sir.” 

** And play cards?” 

“2 i.” 

“Why, Heaven help us, J—, I thought 
you were a strict Presbyterian? ” 

**Oh, no,” replied J ‘l am not. 
an independent Presbyterian.” 

“Ah?” , 

* On! 7... change. 


do you swear?” 


, 


I’m 


** ASTONISHING, isn’t it, how things are 
taxed?” said Straddles. ‘* Why, I hear lots 
of people talking about taxing their brains,” 


_ Hate het. 


A Mr. Carr of Chicago has married a 
Miss Carr of the same city. The clergyman 
escaped without injury, although it is well 
known that there is much danger in coupl- 
ing cars.—Philadelphia Call. 
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They Won’t Elope. 


Hr went home an hour earlier the other 
afternoon, and calling his eighteen-year old 
daughter into the parlor he began: 

‘Susie, I have been thinking.” 


“‘ Yes, papa.” 


**T have been thinking that it would be a | 


good plan for you to marry William, our 
coachman.” 

‘“sW-what! ” 

‘* He is old enough to be your father, to be 
sure, but he would doubtless make you a 
good husband.” 

‘* Never! never!” 

**He is plain-looking, uneducated, and 
sometimes gets drunk, but I believe I could 
respect him as a son-in-law.” 

‘Why, father, have you lost your mind? 


I marry William! I wed that long-nosed, 
hump-backed, big-mouthed boor! I'll die 
first!” 


** But, Susie, you know—” 

‘** ll not listen! Say another word to me 
and [’ll take poison!’ 

Then the old gent slid out to the barn, 
assumed his humblest look and said to the 
coachman: 

** William, I’ve been wondering why you 
don’t get married.” 

** Humph.” 

“*There’s my daughter 
young, but will make a woman of sense. I 
believe in early marriages, and if you and 
she can agree I shall offer no objections.” 

‘© Your Susie? Me marry her! Beg par- 
don, sir, and hoping you wont throw me out 
of my place for my boldness, but if that im- 
pudent little chit was the only female left on 
earth, I’d turn my back on her!” 

‘But, William, I would try to be a 
good —~ 

‘* No use, sir! There’s never an hour that 
I don’t want to box her ears. If you insist 
I’ll skip the country! ” 

And when the old gent picks up his daily 
paper and sees the heading: ‘* Another 
heiress goes off with the Coachman,” he 
leans back and chuckles and slaps his leg 
and cackles: ‘“‘ Haw! haw! haw! ”—Detroit 


Free Press. 


Susie. She’s 





A Fire Risk. 

**Look here, Bridget,” said a Van Ness 
avenue matron to her cook the other day, ‘I 
really can’t allow you to have company in 
the kitchen every night.” 

‘*Tt’s all along of the terrible fire in Chica- 
go, mum.” 

‘* What on earth has that to do with it.” 

‘““Why, mum, ever since then I do be 
afraid of fire, so that I have one of the boys 
from the engine house round the corner 
come and sit with meevenines. It do make 
me feel more comfortable like, somehow.” — 
San Francisco Post. 

It does not matter now-a-days whether 
the star actress is trained or not, so long as 
her dresses are.— Boston Transcript. 


STERN PARENT—‘‘ Another bad report, 
my son.” ‘* Yes, papa, you must really 
talk to my teacher, or he will keep on doing 
it! "— Waterloo Observer. 

AN ‘electric girl” has been discovered in 
France. But she is not the first curiosity 
of the kind discovered in that country. Mlle. 
Aimee, the opera bouffist, was an electric 
girl. 
her on the stage, says she was ‘‘shocking.” 
—Norristown Herald. 



































PROFESSIONAL 


(SCENE IN LIVERPOOL. ) 
‘<< Look *¢ re, 
Well, me want to qo, hy your line. to 
OrrictaL—* Ha! ha! Yes, we 


V IGOROUS—-LOOKING 
I Wunderstand you steamship Selli rs gives perfeshinal rates to pe rfeshinals. 
Aime rike r. 


do SonmLECLINES 


PRIVILEGES. 
Party (to gentlemanly official)— 


make concessions, but pardon me, 


what profession, clergyman, or (noticing the disabled eye) journalists?” 


Vv. PARTY Well. You see, l Wain't got 


no partickler fake myself, but my wife ’ere 


is goin’ over to work the Perfeshinal Beauty racket.”’ 


**Get Thee Behind Me, Satan. 


Youne Andy Greatheart, w/ut six years, 
went on a foraging tour among the preserves 


| in the pantry, and was caught in the awful 


act by his mother. 

“Oh, Andy,” she said how many times 
must I speak to you about being bad? 
Didn’t I tell you yesterday whenever you 
felt tempted to be wicked to say ‘Get thee 
behind me, Satan? ” 

“* Yes’m,” said Andy contritely, ‘“‘an’ I 
did say it, but Mar, he did get behind me, an’ 
he pushed me right into the pantry.” 


Mrs. Greatheart doesn’t realize what a 
splendid paragrapher her son will make 
when he grows up.—Hatchet. 


Wuewn Bass was censured for jilting one 
girl in favor of another, he said he had al- 
ways supposed that a change of heart was 
something to congratulate a person upon 
rather than blame him for.—Hoston Trans- 
eript. 

JANITOR (to his wife who has hung the 
water pail on the gag jet)—‘‘ Bridget, me 


| darlin’, did Mr. Levystraus tell ye to put 
Anyhow, a sensible old lady who saw | 


this pail on the gas?” sridget—‘* No, 
Pat; but he wos afther sayin’ that the gas 
was laking, shure! ”— Washington Hatchet. 


A Curious Name for a Dog. 


A MAN said to a little boy: 

‘* What do you call your dog, sonny 

‘* Psalm, sir.” 

‘* Psalm, Psalm, that’s a curious name for 
a dog. What possessed you to give it that 
name?’ 

‘* Because the animal is not a him, sir. 
— hari hange. 


9» 


” 


A CHURCH bell at Saratoga recently rang 
one hundred and four times—one stroke for 
each year of its existence. We imagine this 
to be the only instance on record where the 
age of a Saratoga belle has been tolled.— 
Yonkers Statesman. 


“Hello!” we heard one man say to an- 
other, the other day, ‘‘ I didn’t know you at 
first, why! you look ten years younger than 
you did when I saw you last.” ‘I feel ten 
years younger,” wasthe reply. ‘* You know 
[ used to be under the weather all the time 
and gave up expecting to be any better. 
The doctor said I had consumption. I was 
terribly weak, had night-sweats, cough, no 
appetite, and lost flesh. I saw Dr. Pierce’s 
‘Golden Medical Discovery’ advertised, and 
thought it would do no harm if it did no 
good. It cured me. I ama new man be- 


' cause I am a well one.” 
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oe How does the ana 
nut?” asks asubscriber. 

to it at all. 
milk. Ask us a 
Hawkeye. 


get into the cocoa- 
It does not get in- 


hard 


one.—Burlington 
CONSUMPTION CURED. 


An ona phyek “fan retired fr m practice _baving had placed 








in his han an East ssi iry the formula of asim 
ple vegetable remedy f h peedy ar “permanent cure of 
‘ nsun I bb ! is, Catarrl Asthr i ind all throat and 
Lung aff ns | tL posit and rad l r f Nervous 
Debility and 1s i ng tested its 
wonderf t wersl sands ases, has felt it his 
luty tes his Tering f vs A iat) d by 
this l b r I will send 
fr: « ‘ ~ 1 German 
Frenel ‘ i . ry | ng and using 
Sent by ! vi pt g this paper, W 
A. NOoYE k, R r, N. ¥ 








United 
States 
Mutual 
ACCIDENT 
Association, 
320 Broadway, 


N.Y. 





ACDIDENT 
INSURANCE 


AT HALF RATES. 


320 & 322 Broadway, N. Y. 


JAS. R. PITCHER, Sec’y. 


CATARRH 





EBLY's 
CREAM BALM 





Causes no 


Gives Relief at 
once. Thorough 
Treatment will 
Cure. Not a Liq- 
Ap- 


nostrils. 


uid or Snuff. 


ply into 





Give it a Trial. 
cents at dru sts m@ cents by mail Send for circu 
lar. Sample vy n cents 
ELY BROTHERS, Druggists, Owego, N. Y. 
~ Chromo Car and Tennyson's Poems mailed for ten 
10 one cent sta Acme Mfg. Co., Ivoryton. Conn 








20 Ai dden Name 10 cts. 
CARDS porte d t morse di ( asl 


“completely embonse a) New 
— > , Some pe Se aesle Hook. tt 
CAPILOL « AKD CO., Hartford, Conn. 





MENS AGITAT MOLEM. 


WEAK, DEBILITATED, NERV- 












‘ 
grade M OUS, UNDEVELOPED, ATRO- 
PHIED conditions of the body or 
any of its members, o 
parts, treated by a new 
f ed mechan 





‘ cS as al 
tive—in « ance > with the 
1e physical laws  & —_ 
nt of strength and s mus- 
S 7 athlet ex se Scien- 


ncasesof 
Lost. OR. “Fall LING “MANHOOD 
f , z and 
d cir- 
es to 








elf or fr ends. 


Manager Erie Medical Co., 


vestigate 


Buffalo, N.Y. 





The cocoanut grows around the | 





THE JUDGE. 


Too Many Girls. 


‘‘THEM girls 711 be the death of me,” 


sighed Mr. Plug this morning, as he came 
up street. ‘* Why, I thought they were 


very nice girls,” said a sympathizing friend. 
**So they are, nice enough, but there’s too 
many on ’em an’ they are attractive,’ 
said the disconsolate patriarch. ‘* Them 
three daughters of mine were enough in all 
conscience, but now my niece is up here 
from Boston, and it seems as if the old 
scratch had got into "em, I don’t object to 
young folks havin’ a good time, and girls 
havin’ beaux and all that, but when it comes 
to havin’ sparkin’ on all over the 
place, I say its too bad,” said Mr. Plug. 
‘* Last night Sue had a feller courtin’ her at 


too 


scoing 


the front gate, and Julia had her chap in 
the parlor, and when I got ready to go to 
bed, bless me if Andromache (that’s my 


niece from Boston) didn’t have young Start 
spooning on the front stairs. 
Newport. style. Ci sich nonsense! | 
couldn't get upstairs to go to bed without 
climbin’ over them. I thought I’d go out 
to the barn and sleep on the hay, but darn 
my pictur if I didn’t fall over Milly and 
young snoozer ’nuther settin’ in the 
This thing’s got to stop before 
the cold weather, for I can’t afford wood 
and karrysene for any such nonsense when 
it’s too cold for out-door sparkin’.”—£z. 


ISS 


some 


barn door. 


ARTILLERY officer to Mandarin—‘* My 
lord, the French ships are approaching.” 
Manderin 
they are 
half 
them!” 


, 


Fire acannon atthem!” ‘* But 
still so far off that the ball will only 
way.” ‘* Fire two cannons at 
Fre ach paper. 


go 


ANOTHER regiment of English cavalry is 


‘to go to Egypt. England seems to be in 
earnest in her efforts to establish a stable 
government in that country.—TZezas Nift- 


ings. 


A YOUNG man nervously approached the 


bank president’s private office. ‘* Do you 
want a runner, sir?” he said. ‘‘ No, young 
man, I attend to all of that myself.”—Bos- 


ton Herald. 





**No Physic, Sir, in Mine!”’ 





A GoopD story comes from a boys’ boarding- 
school Jersey.” The diet was monoto- 
nous and constipating, and the learned 
Principal decided to introduce some old- 
style physic in the apple-sauce, and await the 
happy results, One bright lad, the smartest 
in school, discovered the secret mine in his 
sauce, and pushing back his plate, shouted 
to the pedagogue, *‘ No physic, sir, in mine. 


My dad told me to use nuthin’ but Dr. 
Pierce’s ‘ Pleasant Purgative Pellets,’ and 
they are doing their duty like a charm!’ 


They are anti-billous, and purely vegetable. 


YOUNG MEN!--READ THIS, 

THe Vortaic Ber ¢ of Marshall, Mich , offer to send their 
celebrated ELectTro-VoLtTaic BELT and other ELEcTRIC APPLI 
ANCES on trial for thirty davs, to men (young or old) afflicted 

| with nervous debility, loss of vitality and manhood, and all 


kindred troubles. Al 
and other dise 
vigor and manh« 

days 1 
pamphlet free. 





for rheumatism, neuralgia, paralysis 
complete restoration to health, 
d guaranteed. Norisk is incurred as thirty 
owed. Write them at once for illustrated 


ases 






She says that’s | 





AND now the paragrapher wanders about 
the streets, and when he spies a man with a 
chesnut roaster he crosses over to the other 
side.— Boston Post. 

Wire—* John, 


our coachman must go! ” 


‘* But why, my dear? Our only daughter 
is married.” ‘* Yes, but —John, I’m not so 
very old myself, you know! ’—Burlington 


Free Press. 
SWEETS OF THE HONEYMOON. Husband 
* Hulda, dear, as I was passing through 
our garden, I saw some asparagus ready for 
cooking; perhaps you would like to go and 
gather the first fruit of the season yourself?” 
Young wife (anxious to conceal her ignorance 


in the vegitable department)—‘‘ I will tell 
you what, Adolphus, we will go together; 
you shi ill pine k it, and I will hold the lad- 


ler.” — Heidell 


werger Journal. 








PHYSICIANS «ar d Drugg ists reco imend Brown's 
won tte rs as Se Best bh ear Combining Iron 
quickly and cc , 


eosuee »~ * seniog 
tion,We ahne ss. Lim- 
pure Blood, Mala- 
ria, Jn —- and Fe- 


vers \ Neuralgia. r Diseases 
of ieee ‘decent. in wud 
ilwho les 


ye i 
} 1, re 
fiest rn 
ulatest stre n on the 
ala t scles & nerves 


m; all pte 
» Iron en Genuine has 


BITTERS 


red lineson 
er. Madeonly by 
BROWN CHEMICAL CO. Baltimore, Md. 


Catarrh Cured for $2.00. 


this horrible 





ul sedentat ives 








I HAVE made disease a subject of special study, 





and the result of a thorough scientific investigation is that 
catarrh is the lodgement of the eggs of an Insect in the nasal 
organs (or hose Those eggs are floating in tho air, inhaled 
through the nostrils, where they are caught and hatched, and 
feeding in early life upon the tissues in which they are imbed 
ded. they destroy them, disfiguring the face, undermining the 
health, ar leaving a putrid and loathsome breath. My remedy 
will ce the eggs and the insect within ten days; will 
sweeten the breath and permanently cure the patient On 
receipt of $2 by mail I will send medicine which will cure the 
worst case of catarrh, or return the money Address, 
2 , 
DR. A. E. COX, 


SyID) 
AUR 


East 16th Street, 


DO YoU R OWN STAMPING. 

with our Artistic Patterns, for em 
» roidery; easily transferred, and can 
be aes d fifty times over. Outfit of 
2: legant Patterns, with matertal, 


3 
etc., 60 cts, post-paid PATTEN PUB.CO,, 3 W.14th St.,N.Y. 


72c. SPECIAL OFFER. 72c. 


New York City. 











THE CRUGER JEWEL MANF’G CO., (incor- 
orated,) will send to any address either of these 
BOLID’ ROLLED GOLD RINGS on receipt of 
72c. in meee or stamps, and also the NAMES 
of TEN P RSONS who are likely to become our 
customers, a to whom we will send our LARGE 
ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE pe JEWELRY, 
WATCHES, &c., free. Send MEASURE of FIN- 
GER, — state which ring you w = INITIALS 
engraved free. CUT THI “OUT and send it with 
your order. Address 
CRUGER JEWEL MANF’G CO., 
52 Maiden Lane, N. Y. 
THE 


GP Please mention JUDGE. 








to the 


TO BE HAD OF ALL THE 


Called by vr. J. Von Lieeie “A Treasure 
Recommend: d as a mild aperient 
Sir Henry Thompson, Virchow, Frerichs, 


and « 
rhoids, Chronic Catarrhal Disorders of Stomach 
Females, and Impurities of the Blood 


LEADING GROCERS AND DRUGGISTS EVERYWHERE. 


vivdridgshall 


NATU 


and well-tried « 


RAL BITTERWATER. 


of Nature,” on account of its high degree of Chlorides 
irative for regular use by such Medical Authorities as 
thers Cures Costipation, Headache, Indigestion, Hemor 
and Bowels, Gravel, Gout, Congestion, Diseases peculiar 









































For Inflammation, Hemor- 
rhages, Kheumatism, Neuralgia, 
Diphtheria, Catarrh, Wounds, 
Bruises, Scalds, Sores, Sprains, 

Piles, &c, 

CAUTION.—See that the wente “ Pond’s 
Extract” are blown in each bottle, inclosed in a 
buff-colored wrapper, bearing our landecepe trade- 

mark—none other is genuine, 
Pond’s Extract is Never Sold in Bulk, 

HAVE IT IN YOUR HOMES. 





Send $1, $2, $3, or $5 for a retail box, 
by express, of the best candies in Amer 
ica, put ape legantly, and strictly pure 
Suitable for presents, 

Refers se all Chicago. 


GUNTHER, C enfectioner, 
75 Madison &t., Chicago. 


Address, 


THE JUDGE. 


‘Nor Like Other 


new novel, The 


Girls” is the title of a 
heroine, it is supposed 


can’t play the piano, but can make bread.— | 


Ph lade phe ia ( ‘all. 


“Why,” said Miss Flaxbout, after read- 
ing two or three campaign articles, ‘* poli- 
tics is just like croquet, isn’t it? It must be 
just lovely.” — Boston Transcript. 


‘AND so you were at Lillie’s wedding?” 
said Aunt Catharine. ‘* Yes, and the groom 
did look splendid.” ‘* The groom, did vou 
say? Youdon’t mean that she too has gone 
und married a coachman? ”’—Chicago News. 


A GENTLEMAN who was dining with a 
young marri ried couple in Kansas aske d rather 
abruptly, ‘Ever a cyclone here?” The 
young people looked guiltily at each other, 
blushed and changed the subjec t.—Burling- 
fon Free Press. 

It’s no secret nostrum. We speak of Dr. 
Pierce’s Extract of Smart-Weed, composed 
of best French Brandy, Senait-Weed, 
Jamaica Ginger and Camphor Water. It 
cures cholera morbus, colie or cramps in 
stomach, diarrhoea, dysentery or bloody- 
flux, aud breaks up colds, fevers and in- 
flammatory attacks. 


















WSS) ortpay GIFT! 


Ladies’ Solid Gold Hunting Case Watch for $10 


These elegant Ladies’ Watches (as . oe in cut) are fully worth 
$25 en: h, and we could never be able to offer them at the very low price 
oft! tforthe fact that a great number of them were recently imported 
by Sleeve jewelry ae who through financial embarassments found them- 
selves unable to take them out of the U.S. 1 ustom Flouse, and being 
sold for the Duties, We re Bought In By Our Fir ‘These fine 
Watches a eed teh CENA ESWISS MOVEMENTS, 
to be RULE JEWEL ED. “ELE sANTL HASEI ND _ EN 

GRAVED with DOL nite EsSi M ine OL D hy vrtna 
CASES. and WILL KEEP THE BEST OF TIME, Aa 
number, aud not wis shing ay ‘be over 


Ne bought in a lar 

wked, we have cuncluded to offer a jimited number at the 
nprececented low price of $10, and we give a full WARe 
RANTEE with each one, pri vided your order is mailed to 
us before JAN. §, 15. Here is an excclient chance to secure 
a valuable tinepicce and something any ess can be justly 
proud of. Rh a a o iS t this v avcl t » you must send 
B for it before Jan. 5, after that ¢ spice positively 

will be $20. tae ut ‘Out This Adve rtis ent, and send 

it with your order to avoid cx mfuste n, @ > ke 
of other Watches, Jewelry,e Me 
ed letter, P.O. ord -ck or draft. We secure- 
ly pack each Wat IN INE # LK LINED CANE. 
oe d pr Spey ail oh urge dour Jewelry Cata- 

’ ern order " ORDER NOW. AND R _—— 

BER T THE DAT EA th his Grea er 
Will Never Be Made Again! and WILL PPEA 
BUT ONCE IN THIS PA — Address all orders to 


EUREKA JEWELRY C0., 25 Maiden Lane, N.Y. 





LADIES; 
















: eep a large stock 
pe na be sent by register- 













vey OUTFIT ror ONLY 





413.2 
TEST,OFFER EVER MADE-TO0 SPORTSMEN. oe 


ED &CHECKERED WALNUT STOCK, 
BP MOUNTINGSALL CASE HARDENED, CHOKED BORED. 
AUTOMATIC -SHELL, 
EJECTOR. 

USES CENTRE FIRE PAPER 
R BRASS SHELLS 





























WARRANTED HAND MADE 


WILLKILL AT 100 YARDS. 
We havejust purchased AT A GREAT WEIGHT 
SACRIFICE from a LEADING NEW YORK 7210.10 Ibs. 


GUN IMPORTING FIRM (who have recently failed) their entire ak of the Well-kown and standard 
“JAMESON” DOUBLE-BARREL BREECH-LOADING S: SOESUNS, AS ABOVE DESCRIBED 
AND SHOWN IN CUT. It is equal in every respect to 2 COLT, PAREER, or REMINGTON for 
BRILLIANT EXECUTION AND OTHERWISE. As\ > bought a large number, we have decided ta 
offer a LIMITED NUMBER AT ONLY $13.75 cach,UP T9 WwW: 15th 1885, (for the pure 
pose of introducing them more thoroughly in the United States), sAS SAN’WY i5th,woshall 
charge the REGULAR RETAIL PRICE OF $26.00, SPORTSMEN AND OTHERS can now lay aside theiz 
muzzle loaders and secure this most SUPERIOR BREECH-LOADER at the UNPARALLED LOW 
PRICE OF $13,975. We caution Gun buyers to beware of bogus and imitation Double-Barrel Breeche 
Loaders offered at near this prico, The testimonials of same are generally spurious and used as baitte 
catch orders, The barrels of such Guns are frequently made of Pot- Metal, Sham-Twist, or Wrought-Iron 
and are unsafe to shoot. THE BARRELS OF TIIE JAMESON AS OFFERED BY US are made 
of THE FINEST SiiEFFIELD STEEL and each Gun is so BRANDED, besides we will senda 
GUARANTEE with each one. NOOTHER FIRM WILL DOTHIS. Upon receipt of partof the amount, 
to show good faith in ordering and to cover us on Expresscharges, we will ship C.0.D. by Express, with 
privilege .o examine before you accept it, or if the full amount of $13.95 1s sent with order, we will 
send RE-LOADING TOOLS ANDA CARTRIDGE BELT FREE with each Gun, ORDER NOW. 
CUTP,ZTHIS ADV ER TISEMENT OUT, to save confusion, AND RETURN WITH YOUR ORDER. 
This Advertisement will not appear again, and it will be a very long time before we will ever again be 
able to make such another great and most ADVANTAGEOUS OFFER, «. Nothing gained by corres« 
pondence as the Gun is fully described above, Money returned, less Express charges, if itis not as 
representedandsatistactory. AT $13.75 IT 1S THE BARGAIN OF ALL BARGAINS, Call on oraddress, 


WARREN MANUFACTURINC CO. 9 WARREN STREET, N. Y. 



















BEHNING 


FIRST CLASS 
Grand Squure & Upright 


PIANOS. 
Warerooms: 3 W. 14th St. & 129 EB. 125th St. 


Factory, N. E..corner 124 st. and lst ave.. New York. 





COLUMBIA BICYCLES 
AND 
TRICY CLES. 
Send stamp for Illustrated Catalogue. 


THE POPE MFG. CO., 


i997 Washington St., Boston, Mass. 


Branch House, 12 Warren street, New York 
Lost 


Sclt canes 
Manheod 


A terete a on of a not 
tired.) 








Wealness 
and Decay 
i specialist (now re- 
Druggists can fill it, Address 

oR. WARD & CO., LOUISIANA, Ma, 


cage six cents for postage, and receive 
ree, a costly box of goods which will help 
il, of either sex, to more money . - away 
than anything else in this world. ‘ortunes 


await the workers absolutely sure. At once 
address TrurE & Co., Augusta, Maine. 








Revolvers, 
Rifl 
ste: 


Address 
Western 
GanWorks, Pittsburgh, 


PERFECTION MAGIC LANTERNS. 


Best Quality. Latest Improvements. 
Travel around the World in your 
Chair. 

Their compact form and accurate work particularly 
adapt them for Home Amusement. 

With a FEW DOLLARS’ outlay a comfortable living 
may be earned. §#~VIEWS in stock, and made to order. 
Send for Catalogue. HART & YOUNG 
185 Fifth Avenue, New York. 


THE PEOPLES FIRST CHOICE. 


It is now the universal report that the undersigned are, 
and have been for the past 18 years, the leading and best house 
in the U. S. to buy Sporting G« . Just published, Catalogue 














No w) for I88k4. Contains 260 re pag: 8, over 4000 tllustr: ations 
of Base-Ball, Lawn-Tennis, Gymnasium, Firemen, B 

Theatrical Goods, Wigs, ards, Boxing-Glove ot 
Magic Lanterns, Air-Guns axic Tricks, Toy Engines, Chess, 
Dominoes, and all goods > rtaining to ‘ oe and in door games, 
and latest novelties. Sent by mail for 2 


PECK & SNYDER, 126 to 130 Nassau St,, N.Y. 








EF: 





HE CHEAPEST AND BEST 


— Eneravins @ 


67. Park. Place ‘new York 








HORTHAND bination personals: 


ituations procured al! ager when ¢ 
end for circular. W. C. CHAFFEE, Oswe 


AGENTS WANTED EVERYWHERE to sell the best Fami- 

ly Knitting Machine ever invented. 
Will knit a pair of stockings with HEEL and TOE complete 
in 3) minutes. It will also knit a great variety of fancy work 
for which there is always a ready market. Send for circular 


and terms to the Twombly Knitting Machine Co., 163 Tre 
mont Street, Boston, Mass. 


Franklin Square Lithooraphic Go. 


——RSTEAM LITHOGRAPHIC PRINTERS: —— 
FINE COLOR WORK A SPECIALTY. 
PHOTO-LITHOGRAPHIC REPRODUCTIONS. 
Estimates Carefully Prepared. 


324, 326 and 328 Pearl St., 
—NEW YORK.— 
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PRION 





“YOUR FAULT I WAS NOT ELECTED.” 





